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HAD to knock on the door of the white farmhouse only: 
once and then a girl in her’ early 20s answered. She had; 


in ther 


“Hello,” I said. “P've been won-) “He isn’t home right now,” she: 
deying if I-might use your phone.| said, smiling. 


My car is stuck in the mud about i studied her. “Probably he left: 
half a mile down. the road andl spout an hour ago?” 

I'm afraid nothing .but a tow- 
truck Wilk-he able to get it out. 
P’ve been trying for over an hour, 
but, it’s no use." 

“T know,” she said. “We’ ve been 
watching. Won’t you: come in and 
git down?” 

T walked into the warm living | 

room. “Perhapg I'd better intro-|sey7” Mrs, Waite asked. 
duce myself,” said. “No,” I said, 
“That won't be necessary,” she) yicion | 
grid, smiling. “You're Jim Hen-; 
derson, the now game warden., 
My name is Eileen Waite.” 

I heard faint gunshots in the! 
distance. “Where did those come 
some 2” Tl asked, 
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she said. 
The ph 
answere 


e ran 
it. 


again and she. 
es,” she said, : 


moment, “Around 5 o'clock. Just: 
before it. gets dark.” 
“Will you be staying for sup- 


es 
a ae 


N be leaving at 5,” 
“That's really too bad,” Mrs. 
| Waite said. “E have two beautiful 
pheas—”" 
“Chickens,” 
“Qh, yes,” Mrs. 


Waite suid,: 
_ listening for laughing slightly. 


“Two heauti- 


Four phone calls later I hap- 
pened to be nearest the end table 
when the instr ument rang again. 

lifted the receiver, “Yes,” 
‘eald. without waiting. “I’m "still 
stuck.” 


mio 
“T m afraid ] couldn't tell you,’” 
Fileen gaid. “Sounds are so de- 
ceptive, And besides it would be 
. a three-mile walk over very made 
dy fields to gefé ther®.” 
The phone on an end table a. 
_and she went to answer it, “Yes, 
Millie,” she said. “He’s still: 


leen. There were more shots in! 
stuck.” She listened for a while! je distance, eerie 
and then said. “Yes. In our] «y_ isn't often that a game 
~ house. warden is immobilized and more 
YOUNGER or less pinpointed like this, is 


if?” 7 asked. 
“We're having beautifull 
weather for this time of the year, 
‘don’t you think so?” Eileen 
jasked innocently. 


THAN EXPECTED 


A middle-aged woman with a} 
pleasant pace came from the Kit- | 


aur. Lane ae 


whe ae 


(THE MEDICS HAVE ADDED uP \ 
OUR EXPERIENCE SO FAR. A : 
| CAN GET A BOMBARDIER | NOW THEY'RE PRETTY SURE: \('FOR VOLUNTEE! 
| A MAN COULD SURVIVE AN. J’ 
| EVEN GREATER FALL 7 


“fortable. 
start. He thinks ivi take an-hour 


light ErOwe hair and gray eyes that had a hint of inaghter! 
nr ret rte rt rte ntl 


lthe kitchen, After a moment she| 


“Now.-that’s entirely possible,” 


“Still here.” And then after’ al. 


ce ‘arid sank back into her chair, ! 
I have a. .SUS- “Oh, dear,” she said. 


Hileen said hastily. 


ful chickens in the oven.”.- ' 


‘| 


I hung up and scowled at Ei-| 
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| CTT eT BA GSU Antara saya Sears 


ie 


“Rds bulldozer won'tta n non-¢ 


rather 


or two to fix it.” “Nov 
“In that case,” I gaid.. _“I be-jmean | 
lieve I will accept your kind in-!she Joo 


‘vitation to supper, Mrs. Waite. coffee. 
There’s nothing more succulent! our 


‘and mouth-watering than- eeatpery ("After 

‘chicken.” ido live 
r, Waite: swallowed and: grain, 

ldoked at Mrs. Waite. regular 


There was a heavy silence and,us can’ 
then Eileen got up and went. to! work.” 
I sr 
returned and closed the door be~ again, 

ind her. “y quickly 

muWell, what do you know, ” she.“Wa al 
‘said. “The chicken is hopelessly | igame v 
‘burnt. I’m afraid there’ll be no'one. Ty 
chicken tonight.” “ithe cit 

“But, dear,’! Mrs. Waite said,’ ers, an 


starting to get’up. “How could) “of , 
ithat possibly happen? I ‘had the! We x 
flame real—” She looked at me then sk 


ing tov 
“Hopelessly kins! bi 
‘burnt, I can smell it from here.”; “7 g 
Freddie looked unhappy. “I’m: here gt 
“practically starved.” i your w 
- “I'm sorry, dear,” Mrs. Waite | “Tog 
said. “But right now I’m out: of | We \ 
everything except bacon. Do you} “On 
care foxy bacon, Mr. Henderson?” | “I have 
“I love bacon,” I said. 


TWINKLE 


IN HER EYES 

Eileen’s eyes had a twinkle in investij 
get sti 
way of 


them as she watched me during 
;the long minute .of silence. 
Then I grinned and. got to my 
ifeet. “I love bacon,” I said. “But 
right now I think I’ll take a walk 
back to ‘my car and see if it’s 


still there. I'll be back in exactly 
one hour.” 
Both Freddie and 


Mr. Waite 
looked happier. : 


Pid 


*. die, are out right now. 


+. 
[: 


JOR: 
more, 
‘Tm afraid I couldn’t tell you,” 
Eileen said. “Sounds are so de- 
eeptive, And besides it would be 
a three-mile walk Sver very mud- 

dy fields to get there.” 
The phone on an end table rang 
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and she went to answer it, “Yes, 


Millie,” she said. “He’s — still 
stuck.” She listened for a while 
and then said. “Yes. In our 


house.” i 


YOUNGER 
THAN EXPECTED 


A middle-aged woman ‘with al 
pleasant face came from the kit- 


hen. “Why hello, My. Hender- 
ion,” she said. “You're « much 
younger than we expected.. Isn’t 
it. jist too bad about your car?” 
“Yes,” 1 said, “It’s the talk~og 
the countryside. a 
“Ym Mrs, Waite,” she snrid, 
“My hugband and our boy, FPred- 
They’ve 
been gone about.an hour.” 
“IY know,” I said. “I noticed a 
ecxr leave your driveway” about 


: 10 minutes after I got stuck. J 


had: the: vague hope that it was’ 
souning to help me, but it turned) 
the other way.” 

Eileen put down the phone. 
“Have you been having . much 
luck?” she asked me, - mischief 
lurking, in her smile, 

“Some,” I said. “Only yester- 
day T arrested two men for-shoot- 
ing pheasants out of seasor.” I 
met her eyes, “But they were 


_ Blrangers to this part of the coun- 


try, so 1 guess that hardly counts, 
does it?” 
“The nearest garage is five 
miles away,” Eileen said. * 
“But I think your best bet is 


Ed Hawkins, He has a bulldozer,” 


“Fine,” TL said. “Could you give 
me is number? 2 
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Tit?” T asked, 


laughing slightly, “Two beautis ¢ 
ful chickens in the oven.” | “T love. bacon,” I said. 
Four phone calla later I hap-: | 


pened to be nearest the end table | TWINKLE 
when the instrument rang again. | IN HER EYES 
qT { 


I lifted the receiver. “Yes,” . : 
said, without waiting. “I’m ‘still| Eileen’s eyes had a twinkle in 
them as she watched me during 


care “fay bacon, ‘Mr. “Henderson?” 


oa ek.” 


I hung up and scowled at Ei- the long minute of silence. 
|leen. There were more shots in| i aoa 
ihe ‘distance: | Then J grinfied and got to my 
“It isn't often that a game|feet. “I love bacon,” J said. “But|: 
warden is immobilized and of right now I think I'll take a walk 


or Jess pinpointed like this, back to ‘my car and see if it’s 


eS have’ 


for sup 
She 

smiled. 

baked 1 


“Were having beautiful still there. V’ll be back in exactly | - ag 
weather for this time of the year, | °%¢ ne di d Mr. .W Waite 
jdon’t you think so?” Eileen}, Both Freddie and Mr. .Waite didn't | 


looked happier. 
“Couldn't. you make that an 
lhour and a half?” Mrs. Waite 
[asked plaintively. “I have to 
clean up after—” She. stopped at 
her husband’s warning: glance.. 
“An hour and a half,” I said. 
“You have the word-of a gentle- 
man, an all-around good fellow, 
and &@ game warden.” 


asked innocently, 

At a quarter to 5, Mr. Waite 
and .Freddie returned. 

There was the distinct odor of 
gunpowder about them, but they 
were unarmed. They also seemed 
quite happy. — 

Mr. Waite took off his coat. 
“Out here we put chains on our 
ov to get through the mud,” he 
Ss “6 
the Bee a piece,” gop etek down sat behind the steering wheel and 

“I believe you're right,” 1 said. settled down % watch the sun- 

“The last warden got stuck in Ise 
the morning,” Freddie said. “That 
gave us the whole day.” : sonieone coming through ‘the mud 

“Wreddie,” Mr. Waite . said,|behind me, 1t was Eileen carry- 
“Why don’t you go and wash up|ing # paper bag and a vacuum 
for supper. What are we having,! bottle. 

Martha?” She slipped into the front’ seat 

Mrs. Waite cleared her throat,|beside me. “I brought some hot 
“Chicken,” she said. “You know coffee and chicken sandwiches. A 
the kind 1 mean, Frank. Those{Small portion of the chicken 
real feathery chickens.” wasn’t hopelessly burnt.” 

“Oh?” Mr. Waite said, raising] 1 examined a sandwich before I 
any eyebrow. bit into it. “I’ve got a good no- 

‘Mr. Henderson isn’t staying|tion to take one of these down to 
for “Supper,” Eileen said. the boys at the lab for analysis.” 

“Ah!” Mr. Waite said, lowering} “I doubt if there'll be any left,” 
the eyebrow. Eileen said, selecting one for her- 

The phone rang and Mr. Waite/self. “I haven't seaiorusl yet either 
answered it. He listened for aland I’m hungry.” 
while and then ‘put down the| I held the paper cups while she 
phone. He looked slightly’ uncom. | filled” them with hot ot coffee. “In! Mant “In 


After about 20 minutes, Il heard 
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: AND SHE'S BEEN ; 
tf TELLING YOU ALL 
ABOUT US, HASN'T 
ie Ur SHE? ABRETHA. 
Tel |- DO YOU THINK ITS 
GOING TO MAKE 
ANY DIFFERENCE ‘jm 
TO BRENDA IN THE & 
WAY SHE FEELS 
ABOLT ME 2? 
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p*fortable. _ 
jStart. He thinks it'll take an hour 
lor two to fix it.” a 

“In that case,” I said. “I be- 
lieve I will accept your, kind in- 
itation.to supper, Mrs. Waite. 


{v1 
There’s nothing more ‘succulent 
juse only ‘and mouth-watering than feathery 
She had ichicken.” wt. 8 s 
laughter’ Mr. Waite. swallowed 
| doked at Mrs. Waite. ° 
- | There was a heavy silence and 
now,” she ithen Eileen got up and went to 
the kitchen. After a moment she 
bly he left:yeturned and closed the door be- 
‘hind her. - sy 
“Well, what do you know,” she 
we oe said. “The chicken is hopelessiy 
in and she! burnt. I’m afraid there'll be no 
she _ said.ichicken tonight.” 
n after a}. “But, dear,”> Mrs. Waite said, 
clock. Just! starting to get’ up. “How could 
\that possibly happen? I had: the 
x for sup-. flame real—” She looked at me 
ce and sank back into her chair. 
Ve a sus-: “Oh, dear,” she said. “Hopelessly 
> 5. ‘burnt. I can smell it from here.” 
vad,” Mrs.: Freddie Jooked unhappy. “I’m 
0 beautiful practically starved.” ity 
: . “Y'm sorry, dear,” Mrs. Waite 
id hastily. said. “But right now I’m out of 
aite said,! everything except bacon. Do you 
vo beautis care foy bacon, Mr. Henderson?” 
ren.” !_ “I love bacon,” I said. 


ter I hap-: , 
» end tablel—;. TWINKLE 
IN HER EYES 


| 
ang again. | 
“Yes,” I 
“I’m still] Eileen’s eyes had a twinkle in 
_ |them as she watched me during 
‘led at Ei-i ihe: jong minute .of ‘silence. 
‘e Shots mh Then I grinned and got to my 
t a gameifeet. “I love bacon,” I said. “But 
. and more] right now I think Pll take a walk 
se this, iS} pack to ‘my car and see if it’s 
a weigwl still there. PH be back in exactly 


: .|one hour.” 
ere Both Freddie and 
looked happier. , 

“Couldn't you make that an 


and 


possible,” 


Mr. Waite 


Me Walt 


ia 


\ (YES, siz — 


“Ed's ‘bulldozer won't?a non-official sense,” 1 said, “I’m 


Child 
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rather glad I got stuck here.” 

“Now what could you possibly 
mean by that?” she said. Then 
she looked away and sipped her 
‘coffee. “You have ito understand 
our po 
“After all, those feathery chitkens 
do live on our lands and eat our 
‘grain. And besides, during the 
jus. can’t get away. from our farm 
:work.” : , 

I smiled 
again, 


and she looked away 


int of view,” she said.|- 


regular hunting season ‘many of 


_ When our eyes met|2 


at Play. 


In Danger of 
Eye Injuries 


By GLADYS BEVANS 
Children in the United States 
|suffer thousands of eye injuries 

year, most of them in play. 
A. statement from ‘the Society 


‘quickly. “Of course,” she said./for, the Prevention of Blindness. 


“We also 


jthe city,.and professional hunt- 

‘ers, and things like that here.” 
“Of course,” I said.“ 

We were quiet for.a while and 

en she said,’ “Those lights com- 


. 


th 
lin 
kins’ bulldozer. : 
|. “I guess he’ll have you out of 
‘here in no time and you'll be on 
your way, never to return,” 
“fF guess so,” 

. We watched the lights. 

“On the other hand,” I said, 
I have a sneaking suspicion that 


ts 


1 should investigate.” | 

“A man has his duty,” she 
said, not looking at me. 

“lf, during the course of my 
investigation, I should happen to 
get stuck in that muddy. drive- 
way of your farm tomorrow eve- 
ning what: would you be having 
fer supper?” 

She thought about it and 
smiled. “I believe we'll be having 
baked hanf.” 

They did and it was delicious, 

And after about a year Mr. 
Waite gave up poaching. He 
didn’t think’ it was quite right 
when he had «8 son-in-law who 


marmot 
re Pane 


this is poacher territory. Perhaps’ 


realize that the job of |confirms several warnings which 
1 » at 

;fame warden is a very necessary |! 
,one. To ¢ 


have given in regard to prétect- 


ontro] the hunters from/ing children’s eyes in play. At cne 


tinie and another, when I’ve had 
{or had in my care) children at 
the very active ages, say 5 to 10,. 
I’ve known a few parents who 
| thought I was overdoing it when I 


g toward us are from Ed Haw-/|22ve the very warnings that the 


society gives. So I am glad to 
be able to ‘quote them in regard 
to play with pointed sticks and 
the use of bows and arrows end 
eebee guns. ey : 
Children have a way of poking . 
at each other (often at each 
other’s faces) with pointed sticks. 
You simply have to stop it. Also - 
no boy or girl should be allowed 
to use bows and arrows without 
adult supervision. Ours for our 
10-year-old is handsome, but is 
really a weapon. Large or small, 
they can do real harm to another 
child. Beebee guns I'd like.to see 


outlawed, but certainly they. 
should not be used anyhow ‘and 
anywhere. . 


Sand and Wafer 


Another thing children have a 
penchant for is sand-throwing at 
# beach or in a sand-box. (I can 
hear you groan; it can become 
such a problem. 
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Waite said, | everything except bacon. Do you| 


“Two heauti; care fay bacon, Mr: Henderson?” | « 


3 oven.” | 
later I hap-: | 
the end table 
it rang again, 
‘er. “Yes,” IE: 
ng. “I’m still 


“YT love baeon,” I said, 


. TWINKLE 
IN HER EYES 


Eileen’s eyes had a twinkle in 
them as she watched me during 
ithe long minute of silence: . 

Then I grinned and got to’ my 
feet. “I love bacon,” I said. “But 
right now I thi 
back to ‘my ca 


cowled at Ei- 
more shots in 


that a game 
zed and more 
like this, is 


beautiful 
1e of the year, 
so?"* Eileen 


one hour.” 

Both Freddie and Mr. 
" rae Al a : 
‘ ‘ “Couldn't. you make that an 
oye ee car aud a half?” Mrs. Waite 
stinct odor of |25ked_ plaintively. “I have to 
hem, but they pean up oes Si-stopned at 

qj fer husband’s warning glance. 
y also seemed, “An hour and a half,” JI said. 
“You have the word-of a gentle- 
man, an all-around good fellow, 
and a game warden.” 

When I got back to my car, I 
sat behind the steering wheel and 
right,” I said. | Settled down to watch the sun- 
1 got stuck in 5 
lie said. “That 
day.” 
Waite said. 
and wash up 
re we having, 


Waite 


off his coat. 
chains on our 
the mud,” he 
ot stuck down 


et. 
_ After about 20 minutes, I heard 
Someone coming through the mud 
behind me. It was Eileen carry- 
ing a paper bag and a vacuum! 
ottle. 
: She slipped into the front seat 
ed her throat.jbeside me. “I brought some hot 
1. “You know coffee and chicken sandwiches. A 
Frank. Those|small portion of the chicken 
ans. | wasn’t hopelessly burnt,” 
: said, raising| 1 examined a sandwich before I 
bit into it. “I’ve got a good no- 
isn’t staying tion to take one of these down to 
said. the boys. at the lab for analysis.” 
said, lowering| “I doubt if there'll be any left,” 
Eileen said, selecting one for her- 


istened: for ajand I’m hungry.” : 
ut down the! I held the paper cups while she 
ightly uncom- |filled them with hot coffee. “in 


ND SHE'S BEEN 
ELLING YOU ALL 
BOUT Us, HASN'T 
HE? ABRETHA. 
© YOU THINK {TS 
30ING TO MAKE. 

O BRENDA IN THE 
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I'll take a walk|smiled. “I believe 
and see if it’s|bakeg hanf” 
still there. Pll be back in exactly |. 
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“On the other hand,” I said, 
T have a sneaking suspicion that 
‘I should investigate.” 

““A man has his duty,” she 
Said, not looking at me, 

“If, during the course of my 
investigation, I should happen to 
get stuck in that muddy, drive- 
way of your farm tomorrow eve- 
ning what would you be having 
for supper?” .: 2 

She thought about it ‘and 
we'll be having 


They did and it was delicious. 
And after abofft a year Mr. 
Waite gave up poaching. He 
didn’t think it was quite right 
when he had a son-in-law who 
was a@ game warden. . . 

THE END 
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Because I thought it would be 


ter to sleep outdoors under. a 
wide... spreading tree one. very 
warm day, I suggested that she 
close her eyes and that the sand- 
man would do his job. “Here?” 
she &sked. Who could do any- 
thing with these ‘naughty whis- 
pering branches overhead ?” 
Queens M. W. 


Visiting, my brother in Brouk-. 


lyn, my small son, having noted 
that. my  brother’s new dog 


“Oh, Uncle, I think your dog 
barks with a Brooklyn accent!” 
Manhattan W. Q 


P wats 


this is poacher territory. Perhaps* 
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“RMHERRALAL GIR MELYG && Wwe 
at each other (often at each 
other’s faces) with pointed sticks. 
You simply have to stop it. Also 
no boy or girl should be allowed 
to use bows and arrows without 


adult supervision. Ours for our. 


10-year-old is handsome, but is 
really a weapon, Large or small, 


they can do real harm to another | ; 


child. Beebee guns I'd like to see 
outlawed, but certainly 
should not be used?anyhow™ and 
anywhere, 
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they’ 


Another thing children have a . 


penchant for is sand-throwing af 
a beach or in a sand-box. (I can 
hear you groan; it can become 
such a. problem.) 


Water, of course, is another big- 


summer hazard, as well as de- 
light. You can’t be too careful. 
That doesn’t mean to scare your 


children, But they must be made ~ 


to obey: in the water, And when 
they're older and can swim like 
fish and-disport themselves like 
porpoises,, someone has to -pe 
aware of where they are and what 
they’re doing. d 
Drowning is so easy and so un- 
notic@able that it’s: frightening. 


I once saw a boy drown. Last year ° 
a good idea for my small daugh- | #t the little beach where I swim 


we rescued a 10-year-old who got 
‘in the current, and a 5-year-old 
‘whose family was sitting calmly 
talking on the beach. Every year 
we have one or two rescues of 8 
to 10-year-olds.: : ‘ 

~ You can make your older chil- 


dren intelligently careful. Your . 


younger ones you have to watch 
and make obey you. And I mean 
“make,” ; 


* We have a booklet on that lant 


. auggention., It in called, “How ta’ 
ind Mr. Waite/self. “I. haven't eaten yet either|barked a little differently, ,said,|Gein Obedience Without Punish- . 


trent.” ‘No ohtain a copy, semd a 
‘atamped, self-nddressed envelope 
te Mra. Gladya Bevans, THE NEWS, 
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